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breezes rustled over me among the trees, or the stroke of some
distant woodman sounded far through the still morning. And
when I began to meet with charcoal-men and miners, and heard
their foreign way of speech, I had nearly fainted for terror.

"I passed through several villages; begging now and then, for
I felt hungry and thirsty; and fashioning my answers as I best
could when questions were put to me. In this manner I had
wandered on some four days, when I came upon a little footpath,
which led me farther and farther from the highway. The rocks
about me now assumed a different and far stranger form. They
were cliffs so piled on one another, that it looked as if the first
gust of wind would hurl them all this way and that. I knew not
whether to go on or stop. Till now I had slept by night in the
woods, for it was the finest season of the year, or in some remote
shepherd's hut; but here I saw no human dwelling at all, and
could not hope to find one in this wilderness ; the crags grew
more and more frightful; I had many a time to glide along by
the very edge of dreadful abysses ; by degrees my footpath be-
came fainter, and at last all traces of it vanished from beneath me.
I was utterly comfortless ; I wept and screamed; and my voice
came echoing back from the rocky valleys with a sound that ter-
rified me. The night now came on, and I sought out a mossy
nook to lie down in. I could not sleep ; in the darkness I heard
the strangest noises; sometimes. I took them to proceed from
wild-beasts, sometimes from wind moaning through the rocks,
sometimes from unknown birds. I prayed; and did not sleep
till towards morning.

" When the light came upon my face, I awoke. Before me
was a steep rock; I clomb up, in the hope of discovering some
outlet from the waste, perhaps of seeing houses or men. But
when I reached the top, there was nothing still, so far as my eye
could reach, but a wilderness of crags and precipices; all was
covered with a dim haze; the day was gray and troubled, and no
tree, no meadow, not even a bush could I find, only a few shrubs
shooting up stunted and solitary in the narrow clefts of the rocks.
I cannot utter what a longing I felt but to see one human crea-
ture, any living mortal, even though I had been afraid of hurt
from .him. At the same time I was tortured by a gnawing hun-
ger ; I sat down, and made up my mind to die. After a while,
however, the desire of living gained the mastery ; I roused my-
self, and wandered forward amid tears and broken sobs all day;